BROMSTEAD  AND  MY  FATHER

year, and by his inheritance of a terrace of three pala-
tial but structurally unsound stucco houses near
Bromstead Station.

They were big clumsy residences in the earliest
Victorian style, interminably high and with deep
damp basements - and downstairs coal-cellars and
kitchens that suggested an architect vindictively
devoted to the discomfort of the servant class. If so,
he had overreached himself and defeated his end, for
no servant would stay in them unless for exceptional
wages or exceptional tolerance of inefficiency or ex-
ceptional freedom in repartee. Every storey in the
house was from twelve to fifteen feet high (which
would have been cool and pleasant in a hot climate),
and the stairs went steeply up, to end at last in attics
too inaccessible for occupation. The ceilings had
vast plaster cornices of classical design, fragments
of which would sometimes fall unexpectedly, and the
wall-papers were bold and gigantic in pattern and
much variegated by damp and ill-mended rents.

As my father was quite unable to let more than
one of these houses at a time, and that for the most
part to eccentric and undesirable tenants, he thought
it politic to live in one of the two others, and devote
the rent he received from the let one, when it was
let, to the incessant necessary repairing of all three.
He also did some of the repairing himself and, smok-
ing a bull-dog pipe the while, which my mother would
not allow him to do in the house, he cultivated vege-
tables in a sketchy, unpunctual and not always
successful manner in the unoccupied gardens. The
three houses faced north, and the back of the one we
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